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his absence, she threw out a hint of her condition. It was too late. There was an operation ; she apparently recovered, was happy, gentle, sweet, and so merry that it was a joy to see her. In October they made a little journey to Boston and Greenfield. But in November the suffering returned, and went on increasing in severity until the end, in February, 1861. The agony was intense, but the patience was saintlike ; the serenity of spirit was unbroken. ~N"o murmur escaped the lips; no expression of impatience added to the grief of those about her; her thoughts were not for herself, but for those wliose pain she could do nothing to relieve. Her faithful husband did for her all that was in his power: sat by her, consoled her, cheered, procured every alleviation his means would allow, administered with his own hand the soothing draught, was comforter, nurse, physician, most tender and thoughtful of friends. They had but one room. His writing-table was in one corner, and there he sat at work, night aftei' night and day after day, his brain reeling, liis lieart bleeding, his soul suspended on her distress. So it went on for three months. A kind friend in the house said at last: " Occupy our roams to-night; my wife and I will go to a hotel." That night was her last. Her husband told his sister he could have shouted for joy to think that the agony was over.